PHILAMORE   AND   AMORET         345

Or do you thus those precious rays withdraw
To whet my dull beams, keep my bold in awe ?               20

Or are you gentle and compassionate,
You will not reach me Regulus his fate ?
Brave prince who, eagle-ey'd of eagle kind,
Wert blindly damn'd to look thine own self blind!

But oh, return those fires, too cruel nice!                     25

For whilst you fear me cinders, see! I 'm ice;
A numbed speaking clod, and mine own show,
Myself congeal'd, a man cut out in snow.
Return those living fires, thou who that vast
Double advantage from one-ey'd heav'n hast;                30

Look with one sun, though 't but obliquely be,
And if not shine, vouchsafe to wink on me.

Perceive you not a gentle, gliding heat,
And quickening warmth that makes the statua sweat ?
As rev'rend Deucalion's back-flung stone,                       35

Whose rough outside softens to skin, anon
Each crusty vein with wet red is suppli'd,
Whilst naught of stone but in its heart doth bide:

So from the rugged North, where your soft stay
Hath stamp'd them a meridian, and kind day;                40

Where now each a la mode inhabitant
Himself and 's manners both do pay you rent,
And 'bout your house (your palace) doth resort,
And 'spite of fate and war creates a court:

So from the taught North when you shall return         45

To glad those looks that ever since did mourn,
When men unclothed of themselves you '11 see,
Then start new made, fit, what they ought to be;
Haste! haste! you that your eyes on rare sights feed.
For thus the golden triumph is decreed.                          50

The twice-born god, still gay and ever young,
With ivy crown'd, first leads the glorious throng:
He Ariadne's starry coronet
Designs for thj brighter beams of Amoret;
Then doth he broach his throne, and singing quaff          55

Unto her health his pipe of godhead off.

Him follow the recanting, vexing Nine,
Who, wise, now sing thy lasting fame in wine;
Whilst Phoebus not from th* East, your feast t' adorn,
But from th' inspir'd Canaries rose this morn.                 60

Now you are come, winds in their caverns sit,